n8           THE CUCKOO CLOCK
us to a banquet which is to be held in honour of
your visit/'
" What fun ! " cried Griselda. " Do let's go
at once, cuckoo. But, oh dear me/' she went
on, with a melancholy change of tone, " I was
forgetting, cuckoo. I can't go to the banquet,
I have nothing on but my night-gown. I never
thought of it before, for I'm not a bit cold/'
" Never mind," said the cuckoo, "I'll soon
have that put to rights/'
He flew off, and was back almost immediately,
followed by a whole flock of butterflies. They
were of a smaller kind than Griselda had hitherto
seen, and they were of two colours only; half
were blue, half yellow. They flew up to
Griselda, who felt for a moment as if she were
really going to be suffocated by them, but only
for a moment- There seemed a great buzz and
flutter about her, and then the butterflies set to
work to dress her. And how do you think jthey
dressed her ? With themselves 1 They arranged
themselves all over her in the cleverest way.
One set of blue ones clustered round the hem
of her little white night-gown, making a thick
"rtiche," as it were; and then there*came two
or three thinner rows of yellow, and then blue